A RHYME IN BLANK.

The Misslng “'urd-.l-;ﬂ-e Supplied by the

Intelligent Remder.

I knew a man and knew his wifo,
Gireat learning had they Trom the
Yeu candor fony= me 1o say:
They wore a pair of —,

They had a son whio early drank
From hard eaperionon s pool ;

Who kuew much more than older folks,
And also wis n .

These parents bought this boy a gun,
_With hittle bullets hard snd cool;

Upon the gun was swently carveds
*To our beloved "

One grave old fogs shook his hond,
Atil ther=iy gainesd much ridicule;

The boy went hunting with a friend,
Anuvther precious —,

Two walkowd away, und one ran back.
Saxs b “Thist gun was vory eruel”™
The sturtied nolehbors shricked and eriod:
“Where is thut oither —* ]

wosd nomarbile siah,
1L practiond tool,
these stony worda:
s

L in Buriingtin Haowkegp

CALLED BACK.

A Well-Told Story of Continuous
and Absorbing Interest.

BY AUGH CONWAL
CHAPTER X1L—CoNTISUED.
He spoke in the quiet tone of despair.

Last nlght T vi
All graven w

And rond thers
* Here s a

=Mre. Goo. Anch

sounding cold and my voice being stern.
If my coming had raised any hope in
his heart my manner now dispelled it
He knew | had not made the journey
for his sake.

*Whether 1 can go back to happiness
or not depends on what you tell me.
You may imagine it is no light matter
which has brought me so far to see you
for a few minutes.”

He looked st me curiously, but not
suspiciously. I could do him no harm
—for him the outer world was at an
end. If I acoused him of fifty murders,
and brought each one home to him, his
fate would be vo worse. He was blot-
ted out, erased; nothing now could
matter to him, except more or less
bodily discomfort.- 1 shuddered as 1
realized what his sentence meant, and,
in spite of myself, a8 compassionate
feeling stole over me.

*I have much of importance to say,
but first let me give you some wine and
food.”

*Thank von,” he said, almost bum-
bly. *“You would scarcely believe, Mr.

e E—

ol e way. Uoward!
killed me and only me?

made others suffer with me?
March!
lain!™

* You are sure that Maecari betrayed

5y

you:

“Sore! yes. I was sure when the
man in the cell next to mine rapped it
on the wall. He had means of know-
gt

ing.
“I don’t understand vop.™
“Prisoners can sometimes

Why not have
Why have
Anthon
My God! that maan is & vi-

alk to

have told you all.”

“1 would not ask her until I saw you.
She is herself aguin, butT am a stranger
to her—and unless your answer is the
one I hope for, we shall never meet
again."”

“If anything I can do to atone—""
he begnn, eagerly.

“You can only speak the truth.
Listen. 1 taxed the murderer, your ac-
complice, with the erime. Like voun,
!I.l!‘.l.:lnllll not deny it, but he justified

each other by taps on the wall which

divides their " cells!
was one of us

OVer again:

*Betraved by Macari”
believed him.

The man next me
Long before he went
raving mad from the months of solitary
confinement, he rapped out over and
1
He was too truw a man

to make the sccusation without proof.

i But until now 1 could not see the object

of the tresson.”'

The easiest part of my task was over.

Macari's assumed relationship to Pau-
if Coenert
would tell me, 1 must learn who was the
victim of that erime committed vears
| ago, and what was the reason for the
I must learn that Macari's

line was disposed of.  Now,

foul deed.

explanation was an utter falschood,

¢ prompted by malice, or else my journey

Is
| it any wonder that my lips trembled as

would have benefited me nothing.

| Tendeavored to approach fhe subject?

“Now., Dr. Ceneri," Isaid, *1 have
a question of heavier import to ask.
I had been unsble to prevent my words = Had Paoline a lover before I married

| her?™
| He raised his evebrows.
" tion—to have a fit of jealousy cured?”

*No,"" 1 said;

| me."

*Surely you
have not come here te ask that ues-

; *vou will hear my
meaning later on. Meanwhile, answer |

“She had a lover, and Muacari pro-

fussed to love her, and swore she shoule

i

be his wife. But I can most ecrtainly

| say she never returned his love,”
“*Nor loved any one else?"

manner, your words are strange.
do you ask? I may have wronged you

your wife. ’
What right had you to
ranged? It was cruel to both?”

shifted in his chair uneasily.

Vaughan, that a man may be redmced
to such a state that be esn handly re-

meat and drink.”

1 could believe anything after the in. |

terior of the ostrog. I opened the wine |
and placed it before him. As he ate |

him aitentively.

His sufferings had wrought a great
change in him. Every feature was |
sharpened, every limb seemed lighter—
he looked at least ten years older. He
wore the Russian pessant’s ordinary

ents, and u:vm-r in rags about

it.  His feet, swathed in fragments of
some woolen material, showed in
places through his boots. The long,
weary marches were telling their ta?a
upon his frame. He had never given
me the ides of & robust man, and as 1
Jooked at him 1 thought that whatever
work he might be put to, it would not
pay the Russian Government for his
sorry keep.  But the probabilities were,
they would not have to keep him long.

He ate, not voraciously, Lz with
keen sppetite.  The wine he used spar-
ingly. His meal vpeing finished, he
glanced sround as if in quest of some-
thing. 1 guessed what be wanted and
passed him my cigar-case and li He
thanked me and began to smoke with
an nir of enjovment.

For a while I had not the heart to in-
terrupt the poor wretech.  When ho left
me it must be to return to that hell
peopled by human beings. But time
was slipping by. Outside the door 1|
could hear the monotonous step of the
sentry, and ! did not know what period
af grace the polite Captain might allow
to ﬁn- prisoner,

Ceneri was leaning back in his chair
with a kind of dreamy look on his face,
smoking slowly and placidly, taking, as
it were, everything he eould out of the
luxury of n good cigar. 1 asked him to
drink some more wine. He shook his
head, then turned and looked at me.

“Mr. Vaughan,"" he said; *yes, it is
Mr. Vaughan. But who and what am I?
Where are we? Is it in London, Geneva,
or elsewhere? Shall T awake and find
I have dreamed of what I bave suf-
fered?"

“‘1 am afraid it is no dream. We are
in Siberia.™

“And yon are not come to bear me
good news? You are not one of us—a
friend trying st the peril of your life to
set me free?”

I shook my head. “I would do all 1
could to make vour lot easier, but 1
come with a selfish motive to ask some
questions which you alone can answer.™

“Ask them. You have given me an
;:‘:aln}:‘s relief from mise ry;"il am grate-

*You will answer truly?"

“Why not? 1 have nothing to fear,
nothizg to gain, nothing tohope. False-
hood is forced on people by circum-
Itru:lm-a; 8 man in my state has no need
of it.””

“The first qrestion I have to ask is—
whe and what is that man i

Ceneri sprang to his feet. The name
of Macari seemed to bring him back to
the world. He looked no longer a de-
crepit mar. His voice was fierce and
stern.

**A traitor! a traitor!'’ he cried. “But
for him I shonld have succeeded and es-
caped.  If he were only standing in
your place! Weak as I am, I could find
sirength enough to cling to his throat
till the vile breath was out of his ac-
cursed body!™

He walked up and down the room,
clinching and unclinching his hands.

“Try and be calm, Dr. Ceneri,” 1
said. I have nothing ic Jo with his
plots and political treasons. Who ¥

he? What is his parentage? Is Macari

his name®”’ |

*The only name I ever knew him by. |
His father was a renegade Italian who |
sent his precious son to live in England |
for fear his precious blood should be |
spilt in freeing bis country. 1 found |
him: a young man and made him one of |
us,  His perfect knowledge of your
tongue was of rreat service; and he |
fought—ves, once he fought like 2 man. |
Why did he turn traitor now? Why do
vou ask these questions?"

“ He bas been to me and asserts that
be is Pauline’s brother.™

Ceneri's face, as he heard this intel-
ligenee, was enough to banish lie num- |
ber one from my mind. My heart leaped |
as I guessed that number two would be
dispesed of easily. Buot there was a |
terrible revelation to be made when I |
camo to a=k about that

~ * I'suline’s brother!” stammered Cen-

eri. *Her brother! She has nope.™

A -:_f'Ll_‘. look « rept over bis features
as he spoke—a look the me:auiug of
which I could not read. |

“He says be is Anthony March, her |
brother.” |

“Anthony March!" gasped Ceneri |
*There is no such person. What did |
be want—his ohject?” he continued fe- |
verishly

“Thut I should join him in a memori- |
al to the Italinn Government, &aking
for a return of some portion of the
fortune you spent aid |

Ceneri laughed a bitter laugh. Al |
ETOWs rll‘.\l‘.h he =aid. **He lﬂlﬂ.‘ﬁd » |
plot which might have changed s Gov-
ernmeat for the sake of geluns me ond ]

| of ‘honor.’

manner told me he

been in love. 4s, when last T

“Not to my knowledge. Bat {m:r
Vhy

Mr. Vasughan, but save for the “one
thing, her mind, Pauline was fit to be

“You did wrong me-—i'ou know it
et me marry
8 woman whose senses were disar-

I felt stern and spoke sternly. Ceneri
\ If 1had
wished revenge it was here.” Gazing on
this "l‘l}tvl'hﬁ.l, h!gg!‘d, broken-down
man, and knowing what awaited him
when he left me, would have filled the
mmemm desired by the most vengeful

I wanted no revenge on the man. His |
1 | ke the truth
strain himself at the sight of dmm" when be denied that Pauline had ever

on

her fair face, I knew it would, Macari's

black lie had been scouted.
was innocent as an angel.

for awhile deprived her of reason.
Ceneri was glancing at me nervously.

Did he guess what I had to ask him? |
“Tell me,” I said, *the name of the |
young man murdered by Macari in Lon- |
don, in the presence of Pauline; tell mg |

why hewas killed?™

His face grew sshen. He seemed to |

Pauline
i But [ must |
and drank, I had leisurs to observe | kmow who was the man whose death had 1-

collapse—to sink back into his chair a

helpless heap, withont the

wer of

speech or movement, without the power

of turning his eyes trom my face.

“Tellme,” I repeated—— *Stay, 1|

will recall the scene to yon, and you
will know I am well informed.

scar on his cheek.
at the piano, is Pauline.
ing, but her song stops as the murdered
man falls dead.
truly?"”

1 had spoken excitedly.
gestures and words.
drunk in every syllable; his eyes had
followed every gesture. As 1
1o the a‘-upgowul position of Pauline, he
had looked th
glance, as if expecting o sce her enter
the door.  He made no attempt to de-
my the acouraey of my representation.

1 waited for him to recover. He was
looking ghastly. His breath came in
spasmodic gasps. For a moment I
feared he was about to die then and
there. 1 poured out a glass of wine; he
took it to his trembling hand and gulped
it down.

“Tell me his name?"’ I repeatad.
“Tell mo what he had to do with Pau-
Iine?”

Then he found his volce.
you come here to ask me? Pauline
could have told you. Shemust be well,
or you could not have learned this. ™

*‘She has told me nothing.”

“You are wrong. She must hare
told you. No one else saw the critne—
the munrder; for murder it was."”

. was another present beside
the actors I have named.”’

ri started and looked at me.

*“Yes, there was another; there by
an sccident. A man who could hear
but not see. A man whose life I pleaded
for as for my own.”

*] thank you for having saved It."

“You thank me. Why should yow
thank me."

“If you saved any one's life it wus
mine. I was that man.”

“You that man!” He looked at mw
more attentively—*Yes; now the feut-

Here is | biood in his veins.
the table; here is Macari, standing over | true ltalino.
the man he has stabbed; here are vou, | fortuns, life—aye,
and behind vou is another man with a |

In the back room, |
She is sing- |

Do 1 describe the scens |

T had used | telling it. Without lis accent and stress
Ceneri's ears had |

inted | utterly black as

ere with a quick, startled |

“Why do P2

[ &

*How—tell me,” panted Cenerl.

For a moment I paused. 1 fixed my
eyes upon him to eatch every change of
feature —to read the truth in more than
words,

“He vowed to me that the young man
was killed by your instroctions —that he
wias—oh, God, how can I repeat it!—the
lover of I'auline, who, having dishon-
ored her, refused to repair his fault.
The truth!  Tell me the truth!”

villain who had., with a mocking
smile, coupled Pauline’s name with
shame.

Ceneri, on the other hand, grew calm-
er as he grasped the purport of my
question.  Bad as the man might be,
even stained with innocent blood, 1
cculd have elasped him in my arms as1
read in his wondering eyes the baseless-
ness of the foul accusation.

*That young man—the boy struck
down by Macari's dagger—was Pau-

line’s brother—my sister's child—Antho- |

ny March!™

CHAPTER XIIL
A TERRIBLE CONFESSION.

announcement, threw hiz wasted arms
across the rough table and laid his head
upon them with a gesture of despair.
1 sat like one stupefied, re
chanically: “Pauline’s bro

say, I8 TeCOVenng nersenses—she would | snou po

| The
| Ceneri, who had kept himself out of lit-

| try.
| knew

e.tinf me- |
or—Antho- | wanted, and Ceneri averred that he

E—

ven an English education.
Then she closed her eves, and the or-
phans were left eutirely to the trustec's
mi‘l’(_'.\'

He olwyed her spoken eommands to
the letier. Anthony and Pauline were
senit to English schools; but having no
frivcods in their father’'s native land, or
all ol friends having been lost sight of
during their mother's widowhood., the
holida s were spent in Italy.  They

grew up almost as much Italian as En- |

ghish.  Ceneri hushanded, invested and
manazed their fortune with care and ‘n
a business-like way. 1 have no doubt,
o far as it went, his honesty was unim-

| peachable.

Then the longed-for moment came!
rreat blow was to be struck.

tle abortive plots, felt that now or never
he must do all he could do for his coun-
He hailed the coming man. He

that Garibaldi was to be the
savior of his oppressisd land.  The first

I alwost shouted the lust words—my | rash step had been taken and led to
calmness vanished as 1 thought of the | success.

The time and the man were

at hand. Recruits were flocking by

v thousands to the seene of wuar, but the

ery Wwas “money, money, money!
Money for arms and smmunition—
money for stores, food and clothing—
money for bribes  money for every-
thing! Those who furnished the sinews
of war would be the real liberators of
the country!

Why should he hesitate? Had his
sister lived she would have given all the
fortune she possessed as freely as she
would have given her life! Were not
her children half Italian?  Libert
Inughed at such a small thing as bre

| of trust.

Execept a few thousand -pounds, he

Ceneri, having made this astounding | ruthlessly realized and sacrificed the

whole of the children's inheritance, He
poured their thousands and thousands
into the hands held out for them.  The
Inrge sum was spent where it was most

ny March!” Every vestige of the black | freed Italy by the opportune aid. Per-

lie was swept away from my mind; but

the crime in which Ceneri had been

concerned assumed more fearful pro-

Enniuns. It was more dreadful than 1

ad suspected. The victim & near blood
| relation—his own sister's child! Noth-
| ing. I felt, could be urged to excuse or

palliate the erime. Even had he not
ordered and planned it, he had been
present; had assisted in hiding all
traces of it; had been, until recently,
on terms of friendship with the man
who had struck the blow. I could
scarcely control the loathing and con-
tempt 1 felt for the abject wreteh before
me. My burning indignation would,
scarcely allow me to ask him, in intel-
| ligible speech, the object of the cruel
deed. But for once and all [ must have
everything made clear to me.

I was spared the necessity of asking
the question I was trying to foreo to my
lips. The convict raiamf his head and
looked at me with miserable eyes.

*You shrink from me. No wonder.
Yet 1 am not so guilty as you think.”

“Tell me all, tirst; the excuses may
come afterward, if anything can be
urged in exeuse of the o:'rirm:.R

Ispoke as 1 felt —sternly and con-
lemtlumlsl'\'.

“None ean be urged for the murder-

For me, God knows 1 would will-
ingly have let that bright boy live. He
forsook and forgot his country, but that
1 forgave.™

*“His country! his father's country
| was England!™

“His mother’s was Ttaly,” replied
Ceneri, almost fiereety.  “Ho had wour
flis mother was a
She would have given
even honor, for

| €.

“No master. Tell me the whole ter
rible store.”

He told me. In justice to a penitent
| man, I do not use his own words in re
y would sound cold and unemotion-

Criminal he had been, but not so |
my fancy bad painted |
him. His fault was that in the
canse of liberty any weapons were al-

lowable, any erlmes wers Pu.rdnun.h!n,
l We Englishmen, whose idea of t; ¥
{ and oppression is being deba from
| the exercise of the franchise, canneither
| understand nor sympathize with a man
! of his type. We may call the Govern-
| ment rightevus or corrupt as we are
! Whigs or Tories, and one side happens
|
{

| al.

to be in or out; but, at least, we are

ruled by our countrymen, elected by
| some of us for that purpose. Let us be
| for yesrs and years at the mercy of a
, foreigner, and we may understand what |
! patriotism in Ceneri's sense means.
|  Heand his sister were le
{ middle-class people — not no as
| Macari asserted. He had been given
| & liberal educstion,and adopted thoe Em—
| fession of a doctor. His sister,from whom
| Pauline inherited her great, beauty

| lived the life of an ordinary Italian

. girl—a duller life, perhaps. than many

| of them led, as, following ber brother's |

‘ example, she refused to share the gay- |
eties whilst the white-coated foe ruled

| the land. No doubt she would have |
been faithful to her mourning for her |

| country had not love came upon the |

| scene. An Eogiishman named March

| saw the fair Italian girl, won ber heart,

| and carried her away in triumph to his

' native land. Ceneri never quite for-

"! before her by the marriage were so

ures come back to me. 1 always won= |

dered that your face seemed so familisr,

Yes. I can understand I am a doctor |

—your eyes were operated upon?"’
'F'Yes— most successfully. e
“You can see well now—but then!

could not be mistaken, you were blind

—vyou saw nothing.™

“I saw nothing, but I heard every-
"'.' i\
*Xnd now Pauline has told you what | ten years old the father died. The

happened 2"
“Pauline has not spoken.™

Ceneri rose, and in great agitstion |

walked up and down the room, his
chains rattling as he moved. 1 knew
it,”” he muttered in Italian.  “I knew it
—such a crime ean not be hidden.™

Then he turned to me. *Tell mw
how you have learned this? Teresa
would die before she spoke. Petroff’ is
dead —died, as I toid you, raving mad.™

From his last wonds [ presumed that
Petroff was the third man 1 had seen,
and also the fellow-prisoner who bad
denounced Macari.

“Was it Macari—that double-dyed
traitor? No—he was the murderer —
such an avowal would defeat his ends.
Tell me how you know?"

“I would tell you, but I suspect you
would not believe me.”

“Belirve }'ml!" he cried, excitedly.
*1 would believe anvthing connected
with that night—it has never left my
thoughts—Mr. Vanghan, the truth has
come to me in my captivity. Iam not
condemned to this life for s political
crime. My sentence is Gad's indirecs
vengeance for the deed you witnessed.™

1t was clear that Ceneri was not such
a hardened ruffian as Macari. He, at
least, had 8 conscience.  Moreover, a4
he appeared to be superstitious, he
would perhaps believe me when I told
him how my accurate knowledge had
been obtained.

1 will tell you,”" I sc 1, “provided

vou pledge your honor to give me the |

full history of that fearful erime and

answer my questions fully and truth- |

fully."

He smiled bitterly. *You forget my
position, Mr. Vanghan, when you spea
Yet I promise all vou ask.”

So I twold him. as shortly and simply
as I could, all that hnd oceurred; all 1
had seen. He shuddered as I again de-
scribed the terrible vision.

«Spare me,”" he ssid, *'I know it all.
Thousands of timea | have seen it or

have dreasmed it—it will never leave me. |
But why come to me? Pauline ¥on '

great that he made but little opposition
to it. March was a very ric
He was the only son of an only son,
which fact sccounts for Pauline having,
s0 far as Ceperi knew, no near relatives
on her father's side. For several years
the youn
dark-eyed wife lived with great hap-
piness. Two children, a son asnd s
daughter, were born to them. When
the son was tweive and the daughter

widow, who had made few close friends |

in England, and only loved the country
for her husband's sake, flew back to
. her native lapd. She was cordislly
welcomed back by her old friends. She
was considerad fabulously wealthy. Her
husband,in the first flush of his passion,
had made a will bequeathing cvery-
thing he possessed to her absolutely.

Although ehildren have since came, s0 |

perfectly did he trust ber that me
change had been made as to the dis-
position of his property. So, with such
u fortune at her command, Mrs. March
was honored and courted by all.

mhe had, until she met her future hus.
band, lovad her brother above every one
in the world, She had echoed his pa-

triotism, svmpathized with him in his |

schemes, and listened to the wild plots
he was always planning.  He was some
vears olider than she was, and upon her
return to Italy she found him, out-

wardly, nothing wmore than a quiet, |

wrid-working, ill-paid doctor. She mar-
veled at the change from the head-
strong, visionary, daring young man
she had left. It was not until he was
certain her beart lnd not forsaken her
country that Ceneri allowed her to see’
that under his prosaic exterior lurked
one of the subtlest and ablest minds
of all those engaged in working out the
liberation of Italy. Then all his old eway
eame back.  She admired, almost wor-
shiped him. She, too, was ready to
muke any sacrifice when the time should
came,

What she would have done had she
been ealled upon. it is impossible to say;
but there is litthe douin but her fortune
and her children’s fortune would have
been frecly spent in the good eause.
As it wns she died long before the pear
was ripe, and when she died, such was
her faith in her birother, everything was
Jeft in his bands as sole trustee for her
children. In her last moments the
thought of her husband’s decided En-
glish proclivities made her exact s

ve his sister for her desertion and |
fection; but the prospects opened |

|
|
man. |
|

busband and his beautiful |

| soft and Kind.

haps he did—who ean tell?

Titles and honor: were afterward of-
fered him for this great though secret
serviee. It makes me think better of
the man that he refused all reward, His
conscience may have told him he had
oot robbed himself. Any way, be re-
mained plain Dr. Ceneri, and broke
with his old leaders and friends when
he found that Italy was to bes King-
dom, nota Republic.

He had kept, I said, a few thousand
pounds. The boy and the girl were
growing up, and their unele thought
that even his patriotism permitted him
to keep baek cnough to complete their
education and start them in life
Pauline was promising to be so beauti-
ful that he troubled little about her fut-
ure. A rich hushand wonld set every-
thing right for her.  But Anthony—who
was becoming n wild, headstrong young
fellow —was another affair.

As soon as the youth should reach
mun’s estate, Ceneri had resolved to
wmnke a clean breast of his defaleations
—to tell him how the money had been
spent—1p beg his forgiveness, and, il
necessary, bear the penalty of his frand-
Jlent act.  But so long as any money
remained he delaved doing so.  The
ymmf man, if evincing no sympathy
with his uncle's regeneration schemes
and pursuit of liberty, fully believed in
his integrity. Feeling assured that
when he eame of age he would succeed
to asplendid inheritance, swalled by ac-
eumulated savings, he threw away
money in a thousand and one extrava-
gant ways, till Ceneri soon saw that the
vnd of the reserve fund was drawing
near.

5o long as he had money in hand to
weet Anthony's demands, he postponed

tlw evil dav of contession. The idea,
which Macari had tried to work out
with my aid, of appealing to the Italian
Government for a return of some of the
amounts expended, snggested itsell to
Lim; but to earry this out it would be
necessary to let his nephew know what
had taken place—the appeal must be
made in his name.

As the inevitable exposure drew near
he dreaded it more and more.  He had
studied Anthony's charscter, and felt
sure that when he knew the truth his
one wish would be to tuke revenge on
the fraudulent trustee. Ceneri could
see nothing before him but a well-de-
served term of penal servitude.  If the
English law failed to touch him that of
his own couniry might be brought
against him.

It seems to me that until this time he
had committed no crime from which he
could not absolve himself on the
grounds of patrivtism: but now the de-
sire to save himself from punishment
grew l.:Bﬂon him, and he determined to
avoid consequences of his acts. \

He had never felt any great affection
for the two children. No doubt they
had latterly appeared in the light of
wronged innocents who would oune day
demand a reckoning with him. Th
were in disposition too much like their
father for him to be greatly drawn to-
ward them. He despised Anthony for
his gay, frivolous life—a life without
plans or ambition—and contrasted it
with his own. He honestly believed he
was doing good work in the world; that
his plots and conspiracies quickened the
steps of universal liberty. In his dark,
secret eircle he was a firure of consid-
erable importance. 1f he were ruined
and imprisoned he would be missed.
Had he pot the right to weigh his own
high purposes against the butterfly ex-
istence of his nephew?

So he remm.-cl and persuaded him-

| gelf that, for the sake of mankind, he

might do almost anything to save him-

March was now twenty-two.
Trusting his uncle; careless and easy-
going; so long as his wants had been
supplied he had aceepted, until now, the
excuses made for deferring the settle-
ment of his affuirs.  Whether his sus-
picions had at last been awakened or
uot can not be said; but recently he had
taken another tone, and was insisting
that his fortune should be at once placca
in his hands. Ceneri, whose schemes

A'nthonf'

| ealled him for a time to England, paci-
fied him by assuring him that he would, |

during his stay in London, explain
evervihing.

The explanation umst indeed be given
now, as Anthony's last drafts had re-
duced the remnant of his father's wealth
almost to nothing.

Now, as to Macasi's part in the affair.

| He hmd been for years a useful and

trusted agent of Ceneri’s; but most
probably without the latter’s lofty and
unseltish aims.  He appears to have fol-
lowed conspiracy as a trade by which
money might be made. The fact, which
secny: beyond a ®Woubt, that he fought
bravely and distinguished himself on the

battlelield. may be nccounted for by |

the nuturnl ferovity of the man’s nat-
ure, which bade him fight for the sake
of tighting,

Being mixed up in all sorts of plots
he was often st Ceneri’s house, wher-
ever for the time being it mizght be; and
on wany oveasions saw Pauline. He fell
in love with her when she was but a
young girl, and  tried  everything he
qnew to win her heart. To [It'l' he was
She had no reason to
distrust him, but she utterly refused to
give him the love he asked for. The
pursuit went on at intervals for years
—the man, o give bim  his doe, was
consistency itself. Asan and again
Pauline assured him of the hopelessuess
of his suit, but after each rebuil he re-
turned to the attack.

Ceneri gave him no encouragement,
He did not wish to offend him, and see-
ing that the girl was proof against his
blandishments, let things alone, hoping
that Macari would grow weary of urg-
ing those requests which were always
met by refusal He believed that he
was not secking Pauline for the sake of

| the money which shoulil have been hers.
rromise that both the boy sad we eud | Macari kuew what larze sums Ceneri | ghe vk of what T am soing to sy
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and, no doubt, guessed whence they
came.

Pauline remained at school until she
was nearly cighteen; then she spent
two years with her uncle in Taly. It

| was a dull life for the fh‘.. und she

| sighed audibly for England.  Although
| mecting him seldom, she was passion-

ately attached to her brother, and was

| greatly delighted when Ceneri told her
that business would take him for a
while to London, and that she might
accompany him.  She was growing
tired of Mucari's  pertinacity, and,
moreover, lor ed to see her brother
again.

Ceneri, for the sake of receiving his
many political friends st what hours of
day or night he chose, took a furnished
[ house fora @ort term. Panline’s dis-
gust was great when she found that one
of their first visitors ws Macari.  His
presence was so indispensable to Ceneri

that he took np his ahode with them in

' Horace street, As old Teresa, the doc-

tor's servant, accompanicd the party

and waited on them, the ehange to

Pauline was a very slight one.

Muaeari still persecuted the girl with-
out success. At last, almost desperate,
he formed the wild plan of trying to en-
list her brother on his side.  His idea
| was that Pauline’s love for Anthon

would induce her to vield to any wis

| he expressed. He was no particular
| friend of the young mun’s, but, having
once rendered him a siznal service, felt
himself entitled to ask a favor at his
hands. Knowing that both brother and
sister were penniless he had less hesita-
tion in so doing.

He called on Anthony and made his
request.  Anthony, who seems to have
been a proud, arrogant, and not a very
Elman& young man, simply laughed at

is impertinence and bade him begone,

Poor boy, he little knew what that raugh

would cost him!

It may have been the retort made by
Macari, as he departed in a whirlwind
of rage, that opened Anthony's eves as
to the jeopardy in which his fortune
was placed. Any way he wrote at once
to his uncle, insisting upon an immedi-
ate settlement. In the event of any de-
lay he would consult a solicitor, and if
necessary take criminal proceedings

inst the trustee.

he moment which Ceneri hal s

lmiF dreaded—so long postponmi—
had come; only now the confession, in-
stead of being as he intended, a volunta-
ry one, would be wrung from him.

Whether he would be amenahle to
the Italian or English law he did not
know, but he felt certain that Anthon
would at once take steps to insure his
arrest and detention. The latter, if
only temporary, would ruin the scheme
upon which he was now engaged. Atany
cost Anthony March must silenced
for a time,

He assured me with the solemnity of
a d]riu‘ﬁ man that no thought of the
dreadful means which effected this was
in his mind. He had revolved many
plans and finally settled on one which,
although difficult to execute and very
hazardous, seemed to give the best
promise to success. His intention was,
with the assistance of his friends and
subordinates, to carry Anthony abroad,
and deposit him for some months in a
lunatic asylum. The confinement was
only to be temporary; yet, though
Ceneri did not confess to it, T have lit-
tle doubt but the young man wonld
have been asked to buy his freedom by
a promise to forgive the misappropria-
tion of the trust money.

And now as to earrying this precious
plan into execution. ari, vowing
vengeance for the words of insult, was
ready to aid in every way. Petroff, the
man with the scarred fsce, was the
doctor’s, body and soul, Teresa, the
old servant, would have commitied any
crime at her master’'s command. The
necessary papers could be obtained or
forged. Let the conspirators get An-
thony to visit them at the house in
Horace street, and he should leave it
onldy as a lunatic in charge of his doctor
and his keepers. It was a vile, treacher-
| ous scheme, the success of which was
very doubtful, necessitaling, as it must,
carr_vingatho victim to Italy. How this
was to be done Ceneri did pot exactly
explain—perhaps he had not quite
worked out the details of he plot—per-
haps the boy was to be —per-
haps he counted upon his frantic state
when he discovered the true ition of
aflairs to give color to the statement
that he was of unsound mind.

The first thing was to induce Anthony
to come to Horace street at an hour
suitable for development of the plot.
Ceneri made his preparations; gave his
instructions to his confederates, and
then wrote to his nephew beggi dg him
to call upon him that night and hear
his explanation of matters.

Perhaps Anthony mistrusted his rel-
ative and his assuc.iate]: mor? ctcllunn v:ia.a

Any way, he i -
clining the invitauyon. l::lt: su hystud
that his uncle should call upon him in-.
stead. Then by Macari's advice, Pauline
was made the innocent means of luring
her brother to the fatal house. Cene
expressed his perfect indifference as to
where the meeting took place, sEiut.
being very much enﬂg‘ed_ , postponed it
for ag day or two. then mldi;“aulina
that as business would k him from
g:me until late the _nexft nihg L, it woul:i
| a good opportunity for her to spen
| some time with her brother—she had

better ask him to come and see her dur-
| ing his absence.. As he also wanted to
| ses Anlhanﬁ she must endeavor to keep
| him until his return.

Pauline, suspecting nothing, wrote to

her brother, and, saying she should be
| all alone until late at night, begged him
| to come to her, or, if he would, take her
| tosome place of amusement. They went
| to the theater together, and it was
| twelve o'clock before he brought her

back to Horace street. No doubt she
begged him to remain with her awhile
—perhaps against his will. Awful as
the shock of what followed was to the
girl, it must have been doubly so when
she knew that her entreaties had led
him to his death.
| The brother and sister sat alone for
| some time; then Ceneri and his two
[ friends made their appearance. An-
]
|

thony seemed disple at the encoun-
ter, but made the best of matters and
greeted his uncle civilly. Macari he
simply turned his back upon.
It was no part of Ceneri's plan that
any act of violence or restraint should
take place in the presence of Pauline.
Wahatever was to be done should be
| done when Anthony was about to leave
the house. Then he might be seized
and conveyed to the eellar, his eries, if
needful, being stifled. Pauline was to
know nothing about it. Arrangements
had been made for her to go on the
morrow to a friend of her uncle’s, with
| whom she was to stay, ignorant of the
purport of the business which suddenly
| called the plotters away.
*Pauline,’ said Ceneri, *I think you
| had better to bed, Anthony and I
| have some affairs to speak about.”
| “1 will wait until Anthony leaves,*
she aaid, “but if you want to talk 1 will
go into the other room."™
| So saving, she passed through the
| folding doors and went to the piano,
where she sat playing and singing for
| her own amnsement.
It is too late to talk about busiess
i to-nighi,”” said Anthony,” ns lis sister
| left the room.
[ *You bhad better take this opportu-
| nity. I find I must leave kmgland to-
MOrrow.

Anthony having no wish to let his
| uncle escape without an explanation,
reseated himself.

“Very well,” hesaid; “*but there isno
need to have strangers pre-ent.”’

“They are scarcely strangrers,

They
are friends of mine, who wil vouch for

L Wil not have my aflmirs f(alked
about before & man like that, said
Anthony, with & motion of econtempt
toward Macari.

The two men were conversing in s
low tone. Pauline was not far off, and
neither wished to alarm her by bigh
words or by the appearance of a pend-
ing quarrel; but Macari heard the re-
mark and saw the gesture. His eyes
blazed and he leaned forward toward
young March,

“It may be in a few days," he said,
syou will be willing enough to grive o
freely the gift you refused » short time
ago.’

Ceneri noticed that the speaker’s right
hand was inside the breast of his coat,
but this being u favorite attitude of his,
thought nothing of it

Anthuny did not condescend to reply.
He tarned from the man with a look of
utter contempt —a  look  which, ne
doubt, drove Macari almost beside him-

self with rage.
talk about anything

“Before we
else,"" he said to his uncle, “I shall in.
sist that from now Pauline is placed
under my care.  Neither she nor her
fortune shall become the prey of a low-
bred, beggarly Italian adventurer like
this man, your friend.”

These were the last words the poor
boy ever spoke. Mucari tovk one
step toward him — he made no ex-
climation of rage—hissed out no oath
which might warn his victim.  Grasped
in his right hand the long bright steel
leaped from its lurking place, and as
Antony March looked up, and then
threw himself back in his chair to avoid
him, the blow was struck downward
with all the force of that strong arm—
the point of the dagger entering just
below the collasbone, and absolutely
transfixing the heart. Anthony Mmfn
was silenced forever!

Then, even as he fell, Pauline's sone
stopped, and her ery of horror rang
throngh the room. From her seat at
the piano she could see what had hap-
wened.  Is it any wonder that the sight

sreft her of her senses?

Maeari was standing over hig vietim.
Ceneri was stupefied at the crime
which in & moment had obviated any
necessity for earrving out his wild plot.
The ouly one who seemed in possession
of his wits was Petroff. It was im-
imralivc that Panline should be silenced.

ler eries would alarm the neighbor:.
He rushed forward, and throwing a
large woolen sola-cover over her head.
ilaced her on the eouch, where he held
wr by foree. :

At that moment I made my frantic
entrance—blind and he!pless, bat, for
all they knew, a messenger of ven-

rANCe.

Even the ruthless Macari was stag-
gered at my appearance. It was Ceneri
who, following the instincts of self-
preservation, drew a pistol and cocked
it. It was he who understood the mean-
ing of my passionate appeal to their
mercy—he who, he averred, saved my
life.

Macari, as soon as he recovered from
his surprize, insisted that I should share
Anthony March's fate. His dagger was
once more raised to take humun life,
whilst Petroff, who had been forced by
the new turn of affairs to leave Pauline,
pinned me down where 1 had fallen.
Ueneri struck the steel aside and saved
me. He examined my eyes and vouched
for the truth of my statement. There
was no time far recriminations or accu-
sations, but he swore that another mur-
der should no! be committed.

[10 BE CONTISUED.]
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BLOODLESS.

A Battle Undistinguished by Ap-
preciable Qore.

The History of & Famous Chase After &
¥ankee Tug by the Canandias
Revenue Officers — A
Btirring Affair,

[Detroit Post.]

The competition among the Iake wreck-
Ing tugs is so keen that many pages
might be written concerning the de-
vices to which the ‘aptains resort $o get
the better of the opposition. Mum is the
word regarding s wreck until the Jjob
of hauling her off is secured, and even
then, when information of her where-
sbouts Is given the newspaper reporter,
the chances are that the stranded vessel
may lie a hundred miles from where the
gentlemanly wrecker says she struck the
shore.

Albout two weeks ago, in the last gale on
Lake Huron, the schooner Starling,
bound down, was driven ashore among
the Gheyto Islands on the Canadian
poast. Her owners mode a bargain with
Manager FElsle, of the Grummond tug
and wrecking office in this city to
haul her off, and the tug Winslow,
squipped with a sub-marine diver, steam
pumps, and & full wrecking outfit, was
started for the scene of the wreck. The
day after the Winslow left port all of
the city papers noticed the departure of
the tug. *“The Winslow,” the public was
lnformed, “has gone to the Great Mani-
toulin Island at the head of Lake Hurom
o rescue the schooner Starling.”

The Manitoulin Island thus referred to
is about seventy-five or one hundred miles
porth of the (Gheytos, where the wreck
bappened. But all is fair ia love, war, and
wrecking., Besides it occupies nearly a
week of a Canadinn customs officer’s time
to find an American tug with no more defi-
pite information than that which was
furnished the newspapers, among the in-
aumerable small baws, inlots, and other in-
lentations around the rugged coast of the
Great Mauitoulin.

M-anwhile the Winslow made her way
through the rough waters of Lake Huron
and the tortuous channels of the Ghertos
and went quistly to work om the Btarling.
The camp equipage was disembarked;

lings were de about the vessel;
the submarine diver looked to his armor
and the huge hawsers were uncoiled in
preparation for the pull. As a precaution
against surprise a look-out was posted on
the coast hluff with instructions to give
warning of the approach of Canadian boats
ar any other eraft that did not show their
colors.

It appears from the statement mads by
an eve-witness that the look-out, after
carefully sweeping the horizou with his
glass and finding it extremely cold at that
altitude, incautiously descended to warm
himself at the galley fire, where he re-
mained for some time discossing a basinof
hot soup furnished by his friend the cook.
Suddenly be heard the hurried tramp of
feet upon the deck above him and the sten-
torian roar of Captain Mart Swaym
through his trumpet, heard high above the

“Heel off them hot-water hose! Cast
off the hawsera! All hands to the labberd
side to repel boarders! Every man to his
cutluss "

Rushing to the deck, the look-out saw a
boat containing Her Muajesty's customs of-
feer and & crew of picked men bearing
iown the inlet and the black smoke of the
tug International in the offing.

“Throw a barrel of pitch into the fur-
aace i” shouted Captain Swayne, through
ais trumpet. “Btab the first man that
| srawls up the side with a marling spike!

Fet ready for a run! Break open that

parrel of kerosene, and if we strike a shoal
| wuch a match to it. Burn the craft, but
| fon’t let her fall into the hands of & Brite
sher. Yaw hip!™
The pitch burned savagely in the fur.
v 3ace, and the steam began to hiss flercely
| shrough the pipes as the small boat neared
ihem,

“Back there!” exclaimed Swayne, as the
nate trained the pivot gun on the boat,
and the crew le their cutl gleam
n the sun. *“Back there, or I'll blow you
yut of water "

- Her Majesty's customs officer staid the
sars. and. arisinge in his boat. shouted over

-

we waters, “Surrender in the name of the

Jueen! I arrest you for violation of Her
Majesty's customs luws.” And be four-
shed a revolver with unexampled energy,
“Go o —!" was the undaunted reply
ff Captain Swayne. “Heady, alout there,
ny lads. Stand by that barrel of kerosene
with the torch there! Throw another bar-
rel of pitch into the furnace ! Giveher all the
team she's got! Yaw whoop 1™
The Winslow fuirly leaped through the
water, nnd as she dashed by the boat the
00k threw a head of cablbage with doadly
sim, and the missile, barely missing Her
Majesty's customs officer, burst into frag-
ments on the head of the belmdman.
“Fursue them!” commanded the sificer.
{ Her Majesty's officer had masde a serious
mistake in trying to board the Winslow
from u small boat. Had he remaioed
abonrd the International and sent the boat
in to alarm the Winslow he might have
saptured her in the offing.  As it stood,
there was nobody on board the Ioternas
tiopal having authority to stop the flying
tug; consequently the latter could only
play the role of spectator until the small
boat with Her Majesty's officora  were
picked gp.  Still it was miles to American
waters anil safety for the Winsiow, which
ernshied through the waves and showed
threv-fourths of her keel nt every jump,
Fursuit was made by the Intornational
as soon as the boat was picked up, and,
although the Winslow was a speck in the
wide waters, the chaso was steadily main-
tained until the shores of Michican loomesl
gp in the cloud-draped horizon and the
Winslow was diving and plunging in her
mad carver off 8. jinaw Buy. She was
salo.

=
A Preclous Helrloom.
[Exchangs.]

A lady residing in Erie, Pa., has In her
possession s perfume bottle that was once
the property of General Lafayette. It is
searcely larger around shan oune's finger,
although seven inches in leogth. The ludy
and her husband entertained Geperal La-
fayette upon his last visi§ to this country,
and apon leaving his room in the moraing
b loft the bottle upon the dresser behind
him. The Indy immedisbely seized upon
the article ns a memento, bying the covk ia
with a bit ofthread; and to this day the
remainder of the perfume and the cork are
in the bottle as the Genaral loft them.

WANTED EXCITEMENT.

How a Man From the East Was
Abused In Montana.

He Took a Walk to Study the Landscape
aod Was Sarprised by Indisns—He
Took a Ride and Was Sar-

prised by s Cayuse.

.
[St. Paul Day.]

“Tt was In the early days of steamboat-
Ing on the Upper®Missouri,” said Walter
Cooper, of Bozeman, the other night at the
Merchants’ Hotel, “on an upward trip from
Bismarck to Benton, oo a boat of the Coul-
son line. We had on board a jolly party,
who had exhaugsted their resources for
whiling away the time, when at a wood
camp we took on a fresh passenger, and [use
the term fresh advisedly as yoo will see.
He had evidently been dropped off the boat
nhend of us because they hadn’t enough
salt to cure him with. He was tall, angu-
lar and pallid, blue-eyed and carrotty-
baired. His build and accent betrayed the
genuine Yankes, His bearings indicated
8 wise man from the East on a pilgrimage
to the wild West. A sell-satistied air
clothed his classic brow and self-assuranco
was limned npon every feature. The old-
timers sized him up as be stalled in upon
the gang plank, and the problems as to kill-
ing the remaining time on the trip was
sclved by his reply to & guestion, that he
was going to Benton, was in the Territory
for his health, and would like to be amused.
We at once set our wits at work to amuse
him. But he whistled down the wind all
of gur innocent pastimes. Hewanted some-
thing exciting, and he got it.

“The first night the boat tied up about
sundown., And it was a beautiful sunset,
such as are seen only in all of their splen-
dor in the clear sky and pure air of the
Nurthwest. As the sinking sun tipped an
exquisitely molded butte and gilded its
well-rounded dome with roseate shafts of
light, the eye of the Easterner glowed with
the epthusiasm that was stirring up his
poetic soul

“How far is that mountain from here®?
he asked, as he coutemplated the land-
scape with an artist’s pose, We dropped
upon his reference to the mountain. Here
was our opportunity to amuse our guest.
It was more than a mile to the butte, but
we told him solemnly that it was'nt more
than a quarter and voluntecred to go with
bim and climb to the apex where we could
see the most magnificent landscape theeye
of man ever gazed upon. Three or four of
us started with him. The other members
of the committee of entertainment excused
themselves,

The trail led across coulees and over
prairie dog hills, but our guest plodded oa
with the boys, who were filling his soul
with dismay by relating Indian stories vn-
til the landscape had lost some of itf
charms and he expressed a burning desire
to return to the boat, and the butte was
fading into the shadows of eveving. The
party bad hardly faced about when wild
yells and wilder firing made the air hid-
eous. The boys all yelled ‘lnjuns' and
made a break for the toat. Then a pale
streak was seen bresking through the
startled air, anon appearing on adog house
and disappearing from view inja coulee,
the firing and howling continuing oneither
side of the line of retreat on the trail from
the butte to the boat. Everybody on the
boat was in convulsions as the apparition
dropped from the bank into the water, was
fished out with a boat hook and identified
as the Easterner who wanted some exciting
amusemaent, .

“When the bogs, whom he had distanced
on the retreat, lx:m sueaking in bolding
their sides and biting their lips with the
story that ey had, after a bard struggle,
suceeeded in driving the savages away and
saving his life, the Easterner suddenly
pulled a toy pistol and opened tire on them,
swearing he would be avenged, for ho was
wet and wrathy. Dot by the time we
reachod Benton we kad succeeded in re=-
stocking him with confidence in our good
intentions.

“Before landing we were having a quiet
talk among ourselves as to taking a little
borscback exercise. As we bad anticipated,
he biroke into the conversation and pleaded
to accompany us, declaring that his mis-
sion to Montana was the pursuit of health,
His physician had told him to go out thers
and ride the roughest horse he could find
and stir up his liver. We went up to a
livery stable and gave the foreman the
wink. Our fresh friend impressed the boys
with his desire to get the roughest burse
there was in the corrall.  Pretty scon a
stout-logged cayuse with a shaggy maune,
a stubby tail and o pink eye, came bound-
Ing out, with three mascular fellows
dancing & hornpips in  his  train,
trying to control him with a larriat,
the stirrups pummeling the saddle and
the pony's flanks with wild sbandon.
The man in scarch of bealth studied the
antics and lurid light in that cayuse’s eye
amoment and guailed. Then we guyed him
pantil we bhad tooched his pride and the
boys had quieted the beast a little, and
then he mounted. The men held on until
he could be firuly seated. His mettlo was
now up and be yelled flercely at the men
to let go the ropes. The cayuse did not
stir when ho was first releassd. This in-
spired the rider to rake his flanks with his
spurs. Then there was a confusion of
cayuse and rider and spurs and saddle in

the air and on the ground alternately until |

the whole outfit rolled up ina heap of
dust in front of that corrall. I had seen
cayuse buck before, but never one which
entered so heartily into the spirit of the
occasion as that one did. He brought
every muscle into actlon and fairly over-
reached himself. We went to the wreck
as quick as we could, dredged the dust cut
of the health-geeker’s ears and mouth and

sEL 01N on e ool agnin.

And the first thing he said waa:

“Say, mister, is that that horse’s natoral
gait?’ We all came ta respect the cuss,
for e war a good ape. e and gall
wore his constitunnt elements. 1 saw him
afterwards on a lectur tour and blamed

If he waasn't just eoinlug oo ¥

BRAVE FIGHTERS. °

Women ln Actlon on Board Ships of the
Boyal Narvy.

In 1812 her Majesty's ship Swallow
fought two French vessels off Frejus
It was on Jume 16, and sfter a most
abstinate action she rovded in driv-
ing them both in under the batteries of
the town. The following anecdote, as
aarrated by one of the officers of the
swallow, i3 wld at some I-'n:_;'lll in ths
Naval Chronicle, xxvili, 196: *In the
gallant and sanguinary setion thers
was a scaman numed Phelan, who had
his wife on hoard, She was stationed
—a3 is usunl when women are on
board in time of battle—to assist the
surgeon in the care of the wounded.
From_the close manner in which the
Swallow engaged the enewy, yardarm
and yardarm, the wounded, as may be
""I“"T""' were brought below very
fast; nmong the rest, a me<smate of hey
husband, (conseqgin ntly her own,) whe :
had received a musket ball through the
side. Her exertions were nsed to con-
sole the poor fellow, who was in great
agonies and nearly breathing his jast,
when by some chance she ,Tmanl her
busband was wounded on deck. Her
anxiety and already overpowered feal-
ings could not moment e e
strained 1 Imstantly on deck
and received the wounded tar in hep
arms. He faintly raised his head to
kiss ber; she burst into a flood of tears,
and told him to take cournge, ‘All
would yet be well,” but scarcely pro-
nonnced the last syllable when an
ill-directed  shot toock her head
off. The poor tar, who was close-
Iv wrapped in her arms, opened
his eyes once more, then shut them
forever. * * FPhelan and his wife
were sewed up in one hammock, and,
it is peedless to say, buried in one
grave.” The narrstor adds to the
pathos of the above story telling how,
only three weeks hefore, & fine boy had
been born to them, and how
Tommy fared until they put into Fm'l
Mahon. The sailors agreed *he should
have a hundred fathers, but what couid
be the substitute of a nurse and a
mother?” Happily, there was a Maltese
goat on board which proved as tractabla
and faithful to jts charge as the immor-
tal dumb foster mother of Roman %
In Rodney's battle with De Guichen off
the Pearl Rock, Martinique, April 17,
1780, there was & woman on board the
Sandwich, Rodney’s fagship, who
“fought a Zf-pounder gun, and after-
ward attended the whole night upon
the wounded men. " — Nolex an5 Queries.

-

What Ails People's Ears.

Dr. Buskner gives sn interesting re-
sult of inquiries made by himself and
other aural surgeons as to the statistica
of ear disease. They may be summed
up as follows: Oue out of every three
personsin middle life does not hear se
well with one ear as the other. An ex-
amination was made of §,905 school
children, of whom 23 per cent. present-
ed symptoms of car disease, and 32
per cent. u diminution of hearing pow-
er.  The liability to disease in ear
increnses from birth to the fortieth
vear-of age, and decreases from thence
to old nge. Men are more subject to
ear affections than women, in the pro-
portion of three to two. The externsal
ear is affected in 25 per cent. of suffer-
ers, the middle ear in 67 per cent., and
the inner ear in 8 per cent of totsl
cases. The left ear is more frequently
affected than the right in the propor-
tion of five to four. Acute affections of
the middle ear ocour less frequently in
summer and sutumn tian i spring and ©
winter, and of the total number of
cases in the ear clinics 53 per cent. are
cured, 30 per cent are improved, 7
per cont. are unimproved, and threee
tenths of 1 per cent end fatally.—Ger-
man Caper.

she rushe

A correspondent of the Glasgow Hers
ald, who has visited Foula, Scotland,
states that the fishermen are very super-
stitous. She adds: Farming is sn avo-
cation of at least as much consequence
to the inhabitants of Foula as fishing,
and in the prosecution of it they are
equally careful to act in obedience to
the ancient, anacknowledged, but living
faith. The land must be dug agreeabiy
to the apparent course of the sun. The
sowing of seed-corn should be begun
before noon on Saturday, with the moon
oun the inerease and the tide fHowing.
Some put an egy into the kishie
the seed-corn. when grinding
turn the quern sunward. If it be
turned widergates the moal will act as
an aperient. When the moon is on the
inerease is the proper tume to kill a E‘-g A
hen should be set on an odd number of
eggs and when the tide is fowing.
When aman is killing a sheep it 1s
unlucky for any one (especially s woms
an) to pass between him and the fire
Iu dressing the sheep carefully remove
the gall, spit three times on it, and cov-
er it with ashes, so that the dog will
not seeit. Do not mention the name of
the pudding when it is put in the ﬁ
or it will burst. If any one can lay
hand on s ewe lamb that he covets, it
will not thrive. If the liver of =
Iumb erackles when placed upon the fire,
it is m sizn that its mother and her de-
seendants will be prolifie. A cow should
be fastened in byre with her
head to the north. A knife should be
stuck into the coupling above her
head to keep away trows, or fsiries.
Should she be siek, take white mouey,
a tazor, and a pair of shears, and
shake them into a sieve above her bagk.
If & wound made by 4 trows arrow
discovered in her side, put a finger on
it untl another persom can daub the
place with tar. Take gunpowder and
fire it off betw.en two pesats near ber
head. Shouls this fail in effecting &
cure, take a be cat and denw him b"
tail across the back of the cow until he
fastens his claws iu her hide, and if this
does not eure her nothing willk  When
a cow has lost the powerof chewing
her cud wrap some gunpowder in &
piece of dough and put ina dog's
mouth and then make the cow sendlow
it. Three stones taken from a brook
and three stones tuken from the ground
onght to be placed above the head of s
cow that has been given as a dowry or
tocher so that she may have no desire o
return to herold quarters.
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Egophobia.

Every one realizes in the abstract the
virtue and besuty of “llowing one's
own horn.” It is quite a trulsm to
say that people are going to take you a8
your own estimate of vourself, and a
truism that is more than suflisiently
acted apon so long as you "".‘_I-‘. are in
question, 8o long s~ “yourself” iz inthe
singular. Alas: Low prevahat is the
vice of egotism, how prone are all men
to talk about their own affairs, their ad-
ver.ures, their characteristics, their ecs
centricities. Are not all the men one
knows in the hubit of saying: “Well,
I'm very peculiar’ in this, that or the
other reeard, when, in truth, they are
not peculiar in the Jeast, but most wea.
risomely and painfully alike.—N. O
Times- Dvmoerel.
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—Foots are nearly all smokera. This
doesn’t necessarily Indicate there isany-
thing wrong with the tebacco, howeres
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